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THE ARGUMENT. 



Two Athenians, Pisthetabbus (Chickwin) and Euslpides (Hopegood), 
tired of the humdrum life in their native city, choose to migrate and cast in 
their lot with the birds. By the eloquence of Chickwin the birds have been 
persuaded to build a city in the air, declare themselves independent of both 
gods and men, and assert their ancient prerogative of the sovereignty of the 
universe. While the two men are occupied in the inner sanctuary, whither 
they have withdrawn to be fledged ^ the bird -chorus, in the **■ Parabasis," 
present their manifesto to the public. 



PARABASIS. 
(TrantlaUd by Aix^xbmon Charlks Swinbubnk.) 

Come on then ye dwellers by nature in darkness, and like to the 

leaves' generations, 
That are little of might, that are moulded of mire, unenduring and 

shadow- like nations, 
Poor plumeless ephemerals, comfortless mortals, as visions of shadows 

fast fleeing, 
Lift up your mind unto us that are deathless, and dateless the date of 

our being: 



Us, children of heaven, ageless for aye, us, all of whose thoaghts are 

eternal ; 
That ye may from henceforth, having heard of us all things aright as 

to matters supernal, 
Of the being of birds, and beginning of gods, and of streams, and the 

dark beyond reaching. 
Truthfully knowing aright, in my name bid Prodicus pack with his 

preaching. 
It was Chaos and Night at the first, and the blackness of darkness, 

and Heirs broad border, 
Earth was not, nor air, neither heaven ; when in depths of the womb 

of the dark without order 
First thing first-bom of the black-plumed night was a wind-egg 

hatched in her bosom, 
Whence timely with seasons revolving again sweet Love burst out as 

a blossom, 
Oold wings gleaming forth of his back, like whirlwinds gustily turning. 
He, after his wedlock with Chaos, whose wings are of darkness, in 

Hell broad-burning. 
For his nestlings begat him the race of us first, and upraised us to 

light new-lighted. 
And before this was not the race of the gods, until all things by Love 

were united: 
And of kind united with kind in communion of nature the sky and 

the sea are 
Brought forth, and the earth and the race of the gods everlasting and 

blest. So that we are 
Far away the most ancient of all things blest. And that we are of 

Love's generation 
There are manifest manifold signs. We have wings, and with us 

have the Loves habitation ; 
And manifold fair young folk that foreswore love once, ere the bloom 

of them ended. 
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Have the men that pursued and desired them subdued, by the help of 

us only befriended, 
With such baits as a quail, a flamingo, a goose, or a cock's comb 

staring and splendid. 
All best good things that befall men come from us birds, as is plain 

to all reason; 
For first we proclaim and make known to them spring, and the winter 

and autumn in season: 
Bid sow, when the crane starts clanging for Afric, in shrill -voiced 

emigrant number. 
And calls to the pilot to hang up his rudder again for the season, and 

slumber; 
And then weave cloak for Orestes the thief, lest he strip men of theirs 

if it freezes. 
And again thereafter the kite reappearing announces a change in the 

breezes, 
And that here is the season for shearing your sheep of their spring 

wool. Then does the swallow 
Give you notice to sell your greatcoat, and provide something light 

for the heat that's to follow. 
Thus are we as Ammon or Delphi unto you, Dodona, nay, Phoebus 

Apollo. 
For, as first ye come all to get auguries of birds, even such is in all 

things your carriage. 
Be the matter a matter of trade or of earning your bread, or of any 

one's marriage. 
And all things we lay to the charge of a bird that belongs to discerning 

prediction : 
Winged fame is a bird, as you reckon ; you sneeze, and the sign 's as 

a bird for conviction : 
All tokens are * birds ' with you — sounds too, and lackeys, and 

donkeys. Then must it not follow 
That we are to you all as the manifest godhead that speaks in 

prophetic Apollo f 



In the following scenes and songs, from the latter part of the comedy of 
the Birds, Aristophanes, while holding constantly to the fanciful dramatic 
illusion of a winged community and a city in the air, has introduced, after 
his usual manner, a great many witty allusions of a local and personal 
character, besides reminiscences and travesties of the famous literature of 
his time. Such passages cannot, of course, impress the modem reader as 
forcibly as they must have impressed the contemporaries of the poet in the 
Dionysiac theatre at Athens; still less can their effect be adequately 
conveyed by means of a translation into a modem tongue. 

Iris, personification of the rainbow, messenger of the gods of Heaven, is 
a familiar figure to readers of the Iliad of Homer. We can well understand 
the surprise and indignation manifested by the goddess, when in Scene IV. 
she is intercepted on her flight down to Earth, informed that she is guilty of 
trespass, and called upon to show her passport. 

Pbombtheus, a god of the fallen dynasty of the Titans, sentenced by 
Zeus, for stealing fire and bestowing it as a gift upon mortals, to be chained 
to a clifT of Mt. Caucasus and preyed upon eternally by a ravenous vulture, 
is known to readers of Aeschylus as a type of lofty courage, sublime 
endurance, and a proudly defiant spirit. As he appears in Scene V. 
Prometheus has clearly deteriorated in respect to some of the nobler 
qualities of ihe soul, while his hatred for the gods of the Zeus administra- 
tion, and his love for men — and birds, remain undiminished. 



Poseidon, god of the sea, and Heracles, the mighty hero and demi-god, 
introduced in Scene VI. as ambassadors of Zeus to the birds, are typical, in 
the comic representation, the former of the elegant Athenian aristocracy, 
the latter of a class that would include the professional athlete and the 
sporting man. — TriballuSf the third member of the divine commission, 
supposed to represent a hitherto unknown race of foreign gods, is a pure 
invention of Aristophanes; the name being taken from the Triballoi, a semi- 
barbarous people inhabiting lands near the Danube, the district of the 
modem Servia and Bulgaria. 



Birds of the air enjoy superior opportunities of sight-seeing. During the 
brief intervals following Scenes IV. and V. the bird-chorus descant upon 
wonders seen by them in unheard-of lands. But the lands and the wonders 
are familiar places and persons, comically transformed. — Cleonymus, a 
sycophant, a poltroon and coward withal, who had thrown away his shield in 
battle, is celebrated as an exotic of marvellous characteristics.— Orestes, a 
famous footpad, nicknamed after the heroic son of Agamemnon, haunts a 
locality where street lamps are as far apart as trees in the Desert of Sahara. 
Be it remembered that what the ancient highwayman demanded of his 
victims was their clothing rather than their money.— Socrates, the seedy, 
the soul-compelling sage, is found in charge of lost souls, of which, appar- 
ently, his cadaverous friend and disciple Chaerephon is one. To their 
comic Lake Avemus comes Peisander, demagogue and shifty politician, 
aiming to recover, after the Homeric method, his own soul, while yet in life; 
as in the Odyssey of Homer Odysseus is enabled to communicate with the 
inmates of the Underworld by means of a blood-offering which attracts them 
from their shadowy abodes. — The Sycophants, or common informers, who 
subsisted largely by intimidating well-to-do and quiet-loving citizens with 
trumped-up charges and suits at law, were an especial object of the comic 
poets' scorn and satire. The names Oorgias and Philippus occur as repre- 
sentative of this class, and against them, as often at the expense of other 
butts of comedy, the Insinuation of foreign extraction, or spurious claim to 
citisenship, is thrown out. 

Very frequent likewise in the comedies of Aristophanes are brief witty 
allusions to notorious individuals in the course of the dialogue : such as the 
mention of the boasters Theogenes, Aeschines, and Proxenides; Cleisthenes, 
the effeminate; Laespodias, who, to conceal some natural defect of person, 
wore his mantle in a peculiar manner; and Execestides, a foreigner who had 
stolen an aristocraric name and by some fraud attained to Athenian citizen- 
ship. The poet would instruct his actors to ascertain where the victims of 
these sudden sallies were seated among the spectators in the theatre, that 
the opportunity might not be missed of pointing significantly at each person 
at the proper moment in the performance of the play. 



The Old Comedy of Athens made extensive use of parody as an instru- 
ment of wit and satire: sometimes quoting and humorously perverting 
familiar passages of the national epic, lyric, and dramatic poetry; at other 
times imitating, with more or less of exaggeration, the manner of serious 
verse, especially the style and tone of tragedy. Illustrations of tragic 
parody are afforded by the warnings of Iris and the response thereto, near 
the end of Scene IV., also by the words of the messenger at the beginning 
of Scene VII. 



The Qrand Finale of the Birds may serve to remind us that Aristophanes, 
while by pre-eminence a comic poet, was likewise an acknowledged master 
of the lyrical art, pure and simple. Many of his songs, quite free from any 
admixture of the grotesque or humorous element, are charming creations of 
bright fancy and airy grace, couched in language of surpassing melody and 
sweetness. In this regard he has been justly compared to our own 
Shakspeare, 

" Fancy's child. 
** Warbling his native woodnotes wild." 



lit. ravrl roiavri- fia At* iyo) fih Trpayfid tto) 
yekoLorepov ovk elhov ovBejrdyrrore. 

Ev. iirl T^ yeXofi ; 

lit. €7rt Tolai aoU &Kxnrr4pois. 

olaff ^ fidXioT iouca<i errrepoofiJvof; ; 
ek evreXeiav XV^^ avyyeypafifi^tp. 

Ei;. av Sk Koylrix^ ye aKd<f>iov (nrorenXfievtp. 

lit. ravrl fih rfKoafieada Kara rov Alaxv\ov 
^WdB* oifx vtt' aXXoov aWa rok avra>p irrepoh,^^ 



Xo. aye Brj ri XPV ^pO'V ; 

lit. irpcjrov 6pofia r^ iroKei 

OeaOai ri fieya xal kXcivov^ elra roh 6eoh 
Ovaai fjiera rovro, 

Ev. ravra Kafiol avvhoKel. 

o. (pep tOo), Tt rjfiLV rovvofi earai rrj iroKei ; 

Eu. fiovKeade ro fieya rovro rouK AaKeBaifioi/o*: 
^Trdprr)v ovo/ui Ka\a)fiev avri]v; 
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SCENE I. 



Enter Pisthetaerus and Euelpides, fledged, 

Pisth . So far, so good ! I swear I never saw 
A funnier exhibition in my life ! 

Eu. Why, what do you see to laugh at? 

Fisth. Your pinfeathers. 

Do you know what you look like, fitted out with wings? — 
The counterfeit presentment of a goose. 

Eu. And you like a blackbird! You must have worn a bowl 
When last the barbers trimmed your sorry poll. 

Pisth. [To the gpeetators.] Our model for these gibes is Aeschylus: 
"Lo, mine own feathers wing'd the fatal shaft!'* 

Leader of Chorus. 

Chor. Hey, now! What's to be done? 

Pisth. First give the city 

A great and famous name. Then, offer sacrifice 
To the new gods. 

Eu. My sentiments exactly! 

Chor. But come, say, what name shall our city have? 

Eu. Will you take that mighty one from Lacedaemon, 
And name it Sparta? 
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lit. 'HpcucXei^;' 

^Trdprrjv yiip &v Oeifirfp iyoD rrjfiy TroXei ; 
oifB' &v x^f^^ irdw ye xeipiav 7* e^wi/. 

Ei;. ri Srjr 6vofi^ avry OrjaSfieaO^ ; 

Xo. ivrevdevl 

i/C T&V V€ff>€K&V KoX T&V fl€T€(Opa)V X^pUoV 

III. /SovXei N€<f>€\oKOKKvy(av; 

•\r » > » / 

AO. tOV iOV 

Ka\6v 7' areyvS^ cv xal iiiy rjtpe^ roHvofia. 

Ev. 2p' iarlv avTr)yl N€<f>€\oKOKKvyuiy 
Xva zeal rh %€oy4vov^ rib iroWa ;^/w;/iaTa 
rd T Alcx^vov y* airavra ; 

lit. Koi yjparov piv oiv 

TO ^\iypa^ irehlov^ Xv oi Beol rois yr)y€V€h 
a\a^op€v6p^voi /eaOuTreprfKovTurav. 

Xo. Tuirapov to XP^^^ '^ irdXeay;, rk Sal ^€09 
Trokiox/X!^ io-rai ; t^ ^avovp^v rov iriirKov ; 

Ev. tI S' ovk ^AOrjvaiav ia>p^v IloXidBa ; 

lit. Kal Tr&v &v en yivovr &v evraxTO^ 7rrfX.t9, 
Sttov 0€o^ yvvrj yeyowla iravoirXiav 
earrjK iypvaa^ K\€ia0€Pr)<; Be xepxlBa ; 

Ev. t/9 Sat KaOe^ei ttJ? TrdXeoy; to II c\a/97t#coV ; 

Xo. opvi^ a(f>* r)pL&v rov yivov^ rov Ilepaucov^ 
oairep Xeyerai Beiporaro^: elvai irapraxov 

"A/OCCW I^OTTcfe. 
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Pisth, Heracles, not I ! 

Think you I'd put up with sparring in my city? 
I'd sooner take a ship's spar to a bedstead ! 

Eu, What shall we call it, then! 

Chor. Something from right here, 

From the clouds and the upper regions of the air. 
Something right puffy. 

Pisth, How about Cloudcuckootownt 

Chor, Hurrah, hurrah! 
You have found a great big downright splendid name ! 

Eu, Is it the Cloudcuckootown where those braggarts, 
Theogenes and Aeschines, maintain 
Their vast estates T 

Pisth, Or, better still, the place 

Known as the plain of Phlegra, where the gods beat 
The earth -bom giants in a boasting -match! 

Chor, A slick thing of a city! What god, pray. 
Shall guard it, and take our offering of the robef 

Eu, Well, why not let Athena still be guardian? 

Pisth. Indeed, is such a thing conceivable? — 
An orderly community, where a woman 
Stands in full armor as the guardian god, 
And leaves the shuttle to Sissy Cleisthenes ! 

Eu, Who is to take the wall in charge? 

Chor, A bird of Persian breed we have among us, 
A fighter, deem'd the doughtiest in the world 
Of Ares' chickens. 
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Ei;. & v€OTT€ hdairoTa* 

W h* 6 0€o^ eiriT^qSeio^ oUeiP iirl Trerp&v. 

Hi, ay€ wv av fikv /SdSi^e irpis rov aepa 
teal Toiai reix^^ova-i TrapaBiaKovei^ 
j^d\i/ea^ 7rapa<f>6p€L^ wrfKov airohis opyaaov^ 
Xe/edvrjv apdveyxCj xaTaTrea airo rij^ KklfiaKO^^ 
<f>vKaKa^ KardaTqaaL^ to irvp lyKpxrrrr aei^ 
K(o&a>vo(f>opc^v irepirpex^ xal /cddevS' i/cel' 
KripvKa hk ir4p.y^ov rov fuv e? deois avto^ 
irepov S* ava)0€P ai irap avOpdyjrov^ /cdrto^ 
KaKeiOev avdts irap^ ifu. 

Eu. av hi 7' ainov fievwv 

olfKo^e Trap* €fi\ 

Hi. X0* &ydG* o\ Tre/XTTO) a* €7«. 

o\)h\v yap av€v aov tc^vS^ a Xeyo) Trewpd^erai. 
iyo} Be OwTO) toIci xaipolaip deoh. 



Eu, My Lord Chick, all-hail! 

A deity well picked to roost on rocks. 

Pisth, [To EusLPiDKs.] Here you, be off! March into the air, and 
stand 
Keady to help the builders of the wall. 
Keep them in rubble; strip, and wet the mortar; 
Up with the hod; down tumble from the ladder; 
Set the night watches ; be sure and bank the fires ; 
Run round bell-ringing; lie down and go to sleep there! 
Send off two heralds : one to the gods above, 
Another down to mortal men on earth ; 
Then back and report to me. 

Eu. And you stay here 

And be hanged! — to me. 

Pisth, Go straight, sir, where I send you. 

Nothing whereof I speak will be done without you. — 
For my part, Til go forth, and at the altars 
Of these new gods will offer sacrifice. 
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B. 



Ul, Ta fikv Up* r/fup ioTiv &pvid€^ xaXd^ 
aXX' w awb tov T€0)(pv^ irdpeaTiv ayyeXo^ 
ovBek^ OTOV TrevaSfieOa TUKei frpdyfuiTa, 
aW ovToal rpexjEL T19 'A\<^t6i/ irv&ov, 

'A7. irov TTOv Vti, ttov ttov ttov *<rTi^ irov irov irov 'ari^ 

TTOV Tlur0haip6f; iariv apx^v^ 

lit. ovToaL 

'A7. i^(pKoB6fi7jTai aoi to T€t;^09. 

lit. €v Xeyct9. 

'A7. KaWuTTOv Ipyov xal /jLeyaXoirpeTrda-rarov 
&<rT &v hrdvw fiep Upo^eviBr)^ 6 Kofiiraaeis 
Kal SeoydvT}^ ivavrUo Sv apfiare^ 
XmrpDv inr6vTa)v fi€y€0o<; oaov 6 Bovpto^^ 
inro TOV irXdrov^ av irapeXaaairrfv. 

Hi. *H/3a#cX€t9. 

*A7. TO Bk /irjK(k iari^ xal yhp ifi^pr)a avr iyo}^ 
hcarovTopoyvtov. 
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SCENE II. 

Enter Pisthetaerus. 

Pisth, Our sacrifices prosper, fellow birds; 
But as for tidings from the wall, how comes it 
No messenger is yet on hand to post usT 
Ah, here's a runner, puffing Olympic records! 

Enter a Messenger, panting. 

Mess. Where — where — where is hef — where — where is hef where- 
Where's Chiekwin, the bird manager? — where? 

Pisth, Right here. 

Mess, Your wall's all built and finished. 

Pisth, Bravo I Well done! 

Mess, A most magnificent a£fair! On top 
It's wide enough for Proxenus of Bragtown, 
And Theogenes, to drive past one another 
In chariots drawn by horses of the size 
Of the wooden horse of Troy. 

Pisth, Lord Heracles ! 

Mess, And the height ( I measured it myself ) counts up 
Six -hundred feet! 
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Hi. & JloaeiSov Tov ficucpovf;. 

t(p€^ (ptcoS6fir)aav airrb rrfXucouTOpi ; 

'A7. 6ppi0€^^ ouBeU a\\o^^ ovK Alyvimo^ 
7r\iv0o<l>6po^ ^ ov \i6ovpyd^j ov T€KTa>v iraptjv^ 
aXX' airrSj^eipe^ ^ &aT€ Oavfid^eip ifi^. 
ix /jL€v ye Aifivr)^ ffKov m rpurfivpiai 
yepavoL 0€p^\lov^ KaraireirtoKvlai XiOovf;. 
TOVTOW S' iruKi^ov ai KpeKe; rol^ pvy')(€aiv, 
erepoi S* iir\iv6o<f>6povv ireXapyoi fivpior 

viwp S' i<f>6pOVV fcdT(O0€V 69 TOP cLcpa 

01 yapahptol KoL raWa Trord/u opvea. 

lit. i7rr)\o(f>6povv B* ainrolai rlv^ ; 

'A7. iptaSiol 

Xe/cdvatai. 

Hi. TOV Bk irrfKjbv ivefidWovTO ttw; 

*A7. TOUT &ydff i^vprjTO teal aoffxinaTa' 
01 xji^^ VTroTVTTTOVTe; bairep TaU ifiai^ 
e? Ta9 XcKdva^ ivefiaWov airroi^ toIv iroSoip. 

Hi. Tt BrJTa 7r68e: av ovk &v ipyaaaiuTO ; 

*A7. /cai VT) At * al vrJTTai ye irepie^coa/jL^ai 
€7r\iv6o(f>6povv avto Se tov irrraywyea 
hrh'ovT ej^ovaai xaToiriv &<nrep iraihla 
TOV irrfKjbv ev rot? aTOfiaaiv ai ;^€XtSrfj/€V. 

Hi. Ti BrJTa fJuadtoTois av eri fiiadoiTO rt? ; 
^€p ihoD^ Ti Bai; Ta ^vXiva tov rctj^ow Tivei 
cnreipydaavT ; 
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Pisik, Poseidon, what a height ! 

Who built the wall so big? 

Mess, Birds, and birds only ! 

No bricklayer from Egypt, no stonecutter, no joiner ! 
Birds, with their own hands, an amazing thing! 
From Libya there came cranes, some thirty -thousand. 
Each with a paving- stone inside her belly. 
That she had swallowed for ballast. These stones the rails 
Hew'd with their bills to the right shape for building. 
Another stork contingent of ten -thousand 
Made brick, with bitterns and other aquatic birds 
To carry the water up into the air. 

Pisth. Who brought the clay up for themt 

Mess, Pelicans, 

In their pouches. 

Pisth. How was it shovePd int 

Mess, That, sir. 

Was most ingeniously devis'd: the geese 
Got down, and, digging under in spade fashion. 
They fiUM the pouches by shoveling with their feet. 

Pisth, Well, after that, what feat can seem surprising? 

Mess, The ducks, moreover, tied aprons round their necks 
And carried the brick. Tomtits came flying behind 
With the trowels ; while the mortar for it all 
Was fetched by swallows, a mouthful at a time. 

Pisth, Dear me, what use are hired men any longer f — 
Let's see, what next? Who finished the timber work 
For the fortress? 
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*A7. 6pvi0€^ ffirav reicrovei 

{ro<f>anaToi TreXetcavre^ ^ ot toU pvyx^a-ip 
air€7r€\€Kr)(Tav tA? TruXa?* fjp S' 6 ktvtto^ 
airr&v ireXeK^vrtov &(nr€p iv vaujrrjyitp, 
Kal vvv airavr ixeipa TreTrvXorrai irvXai^ 
fcal /SefiaXdvanai Kal (f>v\dTr€Tai KuxXtp^ 
i<l>oS€V€Tai^ K(i)Sa)Po<f>op€lTai^ iravraxxi 
<f>v\aKa\ KadetTTijKaa'i Koi <f>pvKT(opiai 
iv Tolai irvpyoi^. aXX' iyo) fikv airorp^cov 
airopiylrofiar av B* avrof; ijST) raWa Bpa. 



Xo. o5to9 t( TTOuh ; Spa Bavfid^ei^ on 

OXntO TO T€t;^09 €/CT€T€t;Y*0-Tat Ta')(i\ 

lit. VT) Tois 0€ois eywyv xal yap a^iov 
taa ykp ak'qdSyi <f>a(v€Tai fJLOi ylrevBeaiv, 
aW* oBe (t>v\a^ yap rSiv eKeWev ayyeXo^ 
iaOel 7r/309 17/109 Bevpo 7rvpp(xv^ ^erratv. 
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Mesa, Bird carpenters, a clever lot 

Of woodpeckers, using their beaks to hew 
The gates and shape them. You might hear a din 
As in a shipyard, while they peck'd away. 
And now the gate -making up there is all finished. 
All's barr'd and bolted and guarded round about; 
Patrols and bell-ringers all on hand; night watches 
Stationed, and fire-signals kindled in the towers.— 
But I'll run out and get a wash. What still 
Kemains to be done, attend to that yourself. 

Leader op Chorus. 



Chor, [To PisTHKTAJBBus.) Ho, what's the matter there? Are you 
lost in wonder, 
That the fortification was foisted up so quickly? 

Pxsth, Ay, that I am ! It's worthy of wonder. It seems 
In very truth just like a mass of fiction. — 
But here comes one of the guards with tidings for us. 
Running in with blood and thunder in his eye ! 



r. 



A7. tov tov^ tOV (OV, lOV lOV. 

lit. t( to TTpdyfui tovt{; 

'A 7. htivirara ireTrSvOa/iev. 

T&v yhp 0€&p Tt9 apri t&v irapii rov Ato9 
Slit T&v TTuXatv eiaemer e? rov aepa^ 
XaOoDv KoXoiois <l>v\aKa^ i^fiepoaKairois. 

III. & Seivop epyov Koi a^erXiop eipyaafievfy;. 
rk T&v 0€&v; 

'A7. ovK l<rfjL€V' OTi S' elx^ irrepd^ 

TOUT ia-fiev. 

Hi. ov/covv BrJTU TrepiTToXov^ ixPV^ 
TT^fiyjrai kut axnov evOvf; ; 

'A7. a\V ejrefiyjrafiev 

TpuTfivplovf; iipaxa^ iinroTO^oTa^ ^ 
X^P^l Sk Trd? Tt9 owx^^ rfyKv\a}fji€VOf; ^ 
Kepxyrjfi TpiSpxiT* 7^ /cvfiivBi<; alero^* 
pvfirj T€ KoX TTTepoiai /cai poi^-qfutaiv 
aiOrip BoveiTai tov Oeov ^'qTOviievov 
kSlct ov fJLUKpav uTTODOev^ aXX' ivravOd irov 
rjSrf *a'Tiv. 

Hi. ov/covv a<f>€vB6va^ Sei XafijSdveiv 

KoX Tofa ; ;^(o/9€t hevpo ira^ vTrrjperq^' 
To^et/e iraie^ a<^>€vh6vqv Tt9 p.01 Sotod. 
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SCENE III. 
Enter a Messenger, running. 

Mess. Murder! Oho ! stop thief ! Oho, oho! 

Fisth. What's all this pother! 

Mess. A shame, a perfect outrage! 

Some one of the late gods, one of the Zeus persuasion, 
Has flown in thro' the gates, into our air. 
Dodging the jackdaw pickets and the scouts. 

Pisth. O damnable offence! The infamous sinner! 
Which one of the godsf 

Mess. We don't know. That it had wings. 

We know that only. 

Pisth. You should have sent, straightway, 

Bangers, to run him down. 

Mess. We did send off 

Mounted jayhawkers, thirty-thousand strong. 
Just everything with crook'd claws is abroad. 
Kite, vulture, eagle, every mother's son. 
The swirling, swishing of their pinions makes 
The welkin shiver, a- searching out that god. 
And it's not far off; it must be, even now, 
Somewhere close by! 

Pisth. Ho, slings here ! Take your bows 

And arrows ! Every private report for duty ! 
Shoot, shoot! Let fly! Hey, pass me up a sling! 



lit. avrrj crv, Trot irot irol Trerei; fidv' ^o-t^ov, 
ex aTpe/ia^' avrov arfjff*' cTrur^^e? tov 8p6fJLOv. 
rk el ; TroBaTrtf ; \eyeiv expv^ inroOev ttot el. 

Ip. Trapct T&v Oe&v i^ywye r&v ^OXv^nrUov. 

lit. ovo/ia Se (TOi ri iari ; ttXoIov rj Kvvrj ; 

Ip. *lpi^ Ta)(€la. 

lit. ndpaXo^ tj ^aXafJLivM ; 

Ip. ri Bk TOVTO ; 

lit. ravT'qvl Tt9 ov avWrp^eraL 

avuTrrSfievo^ rpiopj^o^ ; 

Ip. ifjbk av\\if\jreTai ; 

t( ttot iarl tovtI to kukov ; 

lit. olfuo^ei fiaKpd. 

Ip. aroTTOP ye tovtI Trpdyfui. 

Hi. Karii TToCa^ irvXa^ 

elarjXde^ e? to T€t;^09 & fuapfordrt) ; 

Ip. ov/c olSa fia AC eytaye xarh Trola<; irvXa^. 

lit. ffKOvaa^ avTri<; olov elpwveverai ; 
•7r/)09 T0U9 KoXoidp^o,^ TrpoarjXOei ; Ov Xeyct? ; 
a'(f>paylB' e;^€t9 Trapa rtav ireXapyc^v; 

Ip. Tt TO /ca/c6v. 
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V 



SCENE IV. 



Enter Iris, flying. 

Pisth. Ho, you she ! Where, where, where^iffe you flying! Hold still ; 
Keep quiet ; stand there ; let up on that run, I say ! 
What ship is that? Heave to, and tell where you hail from! 

Iris. From the gods am I, the great gods of Olympus. 

Pisth. What name do you sport t Are you sailboat or sun-bonnet T 

Iris. Iris, the speedy. 

Pisth. Reliance, or Defender? 

Iris. What does this meant 

Pisth. Won't some cockatoo fly up 

And take this woman in towT 

Iris. Take me in towT 

What insolence is this? 

Pisth. O, you will catch it! 

Iris. How perfectly ridiculous ! 

Pisth. By what gate 

Did you come into the city, you dirty creature? 

Iris. Upon my word I don't know by what gate! 

Pisth. Do you hear her, now? — pretending she doesn't know! — 
Have you call'd at the kingbird's office? — Can't you speak?— 
Got a pass from the peacocks? 

Iris. Mercy! what means this outrage? 



lit. ovK eXa/Se^ ; 

1/9. vyLaiv^i<f fiev; 

Hi. ovSe avfJi/SoXov 

CTrelSaXcv 6ppi0ap)^o^ ouBei^ aoi 7rap<op; 

Ip. fia At' OVK efJLoiy* iirefiaXev ovBeU & /xeXe. 

lit. KaweiTa Brjff ovrw (ntairy BiaTrerei 
StA T^ TTokeatf; t^9 aWorpCa^ teal tov j(^dom ; 

1/9. TToia yctp aWrj XPV frereaOai tow Oeois ; 

lit. ov/c olBa fiii Ar iyayye' rjjBe fikv yap ov, 
aBiKcU Be Kal vvv. Spa y olada rovff ort 
Bucaiorar &v \7)<^6elaa iraa&v *lp{Sa)v 
inrddave;^ el T779 a^ia^ ervyx"^^^ » 

1/9. aXX' addvarofi elfi. 

lit. aXX' ofioy; cLv inreOavei, 

BecpoTara yap rot ireiaSfieaff ^ ifiol So/cet, 
el 70)1/ fikv aXXxav ap^o/iev^ v/ieU B* oi 0eol 
a/coXaaraveire^ kovB^tto) yvwaeaff^ on 
aKpoardov vfilv ev f^epei r&v Kpeirrovtov. 
<f>pdaov Be to I fioi rcb irrepvye irol i/au(7ToX€t9 ; 

I/). iyw\ TTpo^ avOpayrroi/f; irero/iai irapa tov iraTpo^ 
<f>pda'ova'a dveip T0t9 *OXi;/i7rtot9 ^eot? 
firfXoa-^yelv re ^ovdvTOis hr ea')(apai^ 
Kvurav T ayvid^. 

Hi. tI aif Xey€t9 ; 7rotbt9 ^€0t9 ; 

Ip. TTOLOiaiv ; Tf/jLip T0t9 iv ovpavip deoU. 

Hi. deol ycip vfiei^ ; 
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Pisth. Haven't you got onet 

Iris. Are you in your senses f 

Pisth. Haven't you been 

With a buzzard boss and had yourself stamped properly? 

Iris. Sir, nobody has stamped me, I'd have you know! 

Pisth. So then, do you thus go flying, without a word. 
Thro' foreign territory and this air-space of oursf 

Iris. Why, what other way, pray, are the gods to fly T 

Pisth. Upon my word I don't know — only not this way. 
You're a trespasser already. Do you know what you, 
Of all the Irises, deserve most richly f 
By rights, you'd be arrested and die the death. 

Iris. But I am immortal ! 

Pisth. You'd mortify all the same!— 

This is just outrageous treatment, it seems to me, 
If we're to rule all other people, but you gods 
Are going to run riot, and never will remember 
That your turn has come to hearken to your betters. — 
But let's know, whither you're steering those two wings? 

Iris. Whitherf I fly to mortals, from my father. 
To bid them sacrifice to the Olympian gods, 
Staining sheep -altars with the blood of kine. 
Making the highways fragrant. 

Pisth. Ah, to what godsf 

Iris. What godsf Indeed, ourselves, the gods of Heaven! 

Pisth. So, are you godsf 
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Ip, rk yap ear aWo^: ^eo? ; 

lit. opviOe^ apOpdyrroiai vvv elaip Oeol^ 
oh 6vT€ov airrots^ aXXa fia At' ov ro) Au. 

1/9. & fx&pe /M&pe /JLT) de&v Kivei <f>piva^ 
Seti/a?, OTTcw iirj aov yevo^ iravdiXjeOpov 
Aw puKiWri irav avaarpe^^ Auer)^ 
Xtyvis Sk a&fia xal SofMov Trepiirrvxa^ 
KaTaidaXdxT'p aov AixvfMviai^ fioXah, 

Ul. aKovaov avrrj* irave roiv 7ra^\a<riidro)v 
€x arpe/jLa. <f>€p* tSo), irorepa AvBbv ^ ^pvya 
Tairri \4yovaa /Mop/MoXtrrreadai Boxeh ; 
ip' olaff OTi Zeis el fie Xirm^aei irdpa^ 
fjLeXadpa /xev airrov Koi B6fioi/; 'A/x(^ioi/ov 
KaTai0dXjOi)a(o irvpi^poicnv aUroU ; 
Tre/A-^o) Be 7rop<f)vput)pa^ e? rov ovpavov 
6pvL^ hr avTov irapBaXas ivT}/Mfi€voi/; 
TrXeip k^aKOtrCov^ rov apiOfiov, Kal 8^ ttotc 
eU Tlop^vpUov airrtfi irapiaye. irpdypuTU. 
(TV 8' €? tie Xv7r^<r€t9, BiaXrj'^ofiaL 
Tr)v*lpiv avrrjv^ Scrre Bavfid^eiv i/ie. 

Ip, Biappayetr)^ & /mcX* avrok prjfiaaiv. 

TLl. ovk airoaofiriaeu; ; ov Ta;^€a)9 ; evpa^ Trard^. 

Ip. ?} /Mi]v ae wavaeL rrj^ v/Speo}^ ovfio^ irari^p. 

III. oifjLoi Ta\a9. ovKOvv erepaxre irerofievq 
KaraLdaXuHTeis rtav veoDrepiov Ttvd; 



Iris. Why, what god is there elsef 

Pisth. Birds, at the present time, are gods for men; 
To birds they must sacrifice, not — by Zeus! — to Zeus! 

his. O fool, fool, move not thou celestial minds 
To wrath, lest with the mattock of great Zeus 
Retributive Justice fell thee, root and branch ; 
Black fires incinerate thy house and body, 
And their integuments, with Licymnian bolts! 

Pisth. Jade, harkee! Cease thy tragic splutterings ; hold 
Thy peace ! Is it a Lydian or a Phrygian slave 
Thou tak^st me for, to be bluff M off with bugbears? 
Knowest thou, if Zeus annoy me further, I 
His mansions and the homestead of Amphion 
With fire -compelling eagles will cremate! 
r\l send after him a flock of butcher-birds 
Into the sky, drest up in panther- skins. 
Six -hundred in number. There was a time when one 
Little butcher of a giant kept him busy. — 
And for you, to tegin with, if you make any trouble, 1^11 have 
The hired girl Iris ironed out so flat. 
She'll wonder where old Ironsides heats his flatiron. 

Iris. You horrid old thing, I hope your words may choke you ! 

Pisth. Hop off , hop off , now ! — quick! Shoo, shoo! Scat, scatter! 

Iris. My father, I tell you, will stop your insolence ! 

Pisth. O, go along; won't you fly elsewhere, and preach 
Incineration to some of the younger folkf 



1<v 
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X0P02. 

(<rrpo^) 

iroAAa 3^ koI Kaiya koI Oav- 
fjujucrr iir€irT6fL€<r$a koX 

loTt yap SivSpov wt^vKOi 

Iktoww Ti KapSiaq a- 
vvtripto, KAcoiia;/LU>9* 
^TJatfiov itkv ovSly, oA,- 
A<i>s 3c SciXov Kol ficya. 

TOVTO Tov fuy ^po9 act 
fiXaxrravti kol (rvKO<l>avT€i, 
TOV 8c ;(Cifiu>K09 frdXiy ra? 
<i(nri&i9 4>v\X,oppo€l. 

loTTi 8* a5 X<^P^ wpos avTw 
T<p (TicoTcp iroppta T19 cv 

rg Xv;(vu)v iprfp.ui,, 
€V$a Tol^ ^panrtv avOpta- 

iroi (wapuTTioa-L Koi $vv- 
CMTt irA-^v T^? ccnrcpas. 
TiTVUcavra 8' ovk€t rjv 
do-^Ac? f vKTvy;(avctv. 

ci yop ^VTv;(oi ti? ^p<p 
TU)K fipoTUiv yvKTtap Op€<rTr)j 
yvp.voi rfv TrAiyyct? vtt avrov 
Trdvra raTrc^c^ia. 



Cborus. 

(itrophe) 

We, in our far flighty travels, 

Strange and awful curios 
Have alighted on and noted.— 

There's a foreign tree, which grows 

Well beyond Cape Cteur de Lion: 

It is call'd Cleonymus; 
Good for nothing, yet extremely 

Tall and pusillanimous. 

In the spring it buds and blabs and 
Exhales libel thro' the fields; 

Then, when the inclement season 
Comes again, it sheds its shields. 

(antistrophe) 

There's a far country, that borders 
Close on Darkest Dagoland, 

In the wilderness of lamp -posts. 

Dreary gleams and bags of sand. 

There, with demi-gods and heroes 
Mortals breakfast, chat, and pour 

Wine — save only in the evening; 
Then the fun is safe no more. 

For suppose you met Orestes, 
That great hero, after dark : 

His tall form would wear your garments. 
Your five ribs would bear his mark. 



E. 



Up. oifioi TctXa^j 6 Zeis ottco^ /a^ /i' Syjterai. 
irov Tlia0^aip6^ iar^ ; 

lit. ea Toirrl ri fiv ; 

rk o (TvyKaXvfifio^ ; 

11/3. T&v 0€a>v opw; tlvu 

i/jLov /caTOTTiv ivravOa ; 

lit. fia Ar iycD /jl^v ov, 

Ti? 8* €1 av; 

Up. 'jrr)vuc iarlv apa tPj^ ruiepa^ ; 

lit. oTTTjvuca ; afu/cpov tl fiera fiearjfx^piav. 
aXXh (TV Tt? eZ; 

11/5. fiovXvTO^ ^ TrepaiTepo); 

lit. ot/A* G>9 ^BeXvTTOfiai ae. 

Up. Tt 7ap 6 Zew Trotet ; 

airaiOpid^ei ra? v€<f>€Xa^ rj ^vvv€<f>€L; 

lit. otfuo^e fi€ydX\ 

Tip. ovTW fikv ixiceKaXvyjrofMai. 

lit. £ (f>iX€ TlpOfir)6€V. 

Up. iraik TraOc, fir) /36a. 





SCENE V. 


Snter Pisthetaerus and Prometheus, the latter hiding his head 
under an umbrella. 


From. 


Great heayens, Zeus must not see me, for my life ! 1 


Where's Chickwinf | 


Pisth, 


Hi, what have we here? What's this 1 


Umbrella business f | 


Prom, 


Do you see any one of the gods 1 


Up here behind met 1 


Pisth, 


By the powers, I don't ! 


Who are : 


jrou, anyway f 


Prom, 


What's the time o' day? 


Pisth, 


What's the time? A trifle past noon. But who the deuce 


Are youf 




Prom, 


Lunch time, or a little later? 


Pisth, 


My stars. 


You make 


) me sick! 


Prom, 


What weather is Zeus making? 


Is the sky clearing off, or clouding up again f 1 


Pisth. 


Go and be hang'd ! 


Pisth. 


In that case I'll uncover. 

[Showing his face. 
My dear Prometheus ! 


Prom. 


Stop, stop, don't call out! 
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Hi. TV yap iarL ; 

11/9. alya^ fAtf Kokei fiov ToUvo/jLa' 

airo yap fi oXeh^ el fi ivOdh* 6 Zew S-sfrerai, 
a\\* Xva (f>pda'<o aoi trdina ravto Trpdy/jLaTa^ 
tovtI \afi(i}v fiov TO aKidBeiop inrepexj^ 

apa)0€v^ 0)9 &v iiTj II opSxTLV oi OeoL 

n» \ » / 
I. lov tot;* 

ei y errevSrjaa^ avrb xal 7rpofir)0iKm. 

inrJBvdi ra^v Brj xira 0appi]aa^ Xeye. 

Up. a/cov€ Si; wp. 

Hi. 0)9 axovovTo^ XSye. 

Up. aTToXwXev 6 Zet/?. 

Hi. irr)v(K arr aTrciXero; 

Yip. i^ olnrep vfieU ^iaaie top aepa. 
0v€i yap ovSeU ovSep ap0pdyir(op eri 
0€oiaip^ oifSk Kpura firjpicjp airo 
aprf\0€P 0)9 i7/ia9 air ixeipov rov ')(p6pov^ 
aXV i^airepel S€afio<f>op{oi^ pr^arevofiep 
aP€V 0vr)\a)p* oi Sk /Sdp^apoi 0€oi 
7r€ti/ft)jrr€9 bairep *\XKvpiol KC/cpiySre^ 
hriarpareLHTeip (f>da^ apa)0€P t^ At/, 
€1 fitf irape^ei rafiwopi ap€(pyii€pa^ 
Xp eurdyoiTO airXdyxva KaTaT€TfMT)fJL€pa. 

lit. elaip yap ercpoi ffdpfiapoi 0€ol Tipei 
apfo0€P vfia>p; 

Up. oi ydp eiai fidpfiapoi^ 



Pisth, Why, what's the matter? 

Prom. Hold still, don't call my name ! 

You'll be the death of me, if Zeus sees me here. 
I'll tell you the whole state of affairs up there, 
If you'll just take this parasol and hold it over us, 
That the gods mayn't see me. 

Pisth, Dear me, but that is 

An admirable Promethean idea! 
Get under, quick now; take courage, and say on. 

Pram. Now listen ! 

Pisth. Listen it is; out with it, old man! 

Pram. It is all over with Zeus! 

Pisth. All over — about what timef 

Prom. Ever since you settled the city in the air. 
No mortal more to the gods does sacrifice ; 
No more does savory steam of burning meats 
Ascend to us, since that unhappy day. 
But, as it were thro' some long Lenten tide. 
We fast and famish ; while the barbarian gods 
Do squeak and gibber in their hunger, and swear 
They will cross over from beyond and invade 
The lands of Zeus, unless we throw ports open 
And start free-trade in sacrificial tid-bits. 

Pisth, What, are there barbarian gods, another lot. 
Over beyond you ? 

Prom. Why, of course there must be 
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o0€v 6 iraTp^xk iariv 'Efiy/cco-r/Siy; 

III. Svofia Bk T0VT019 TOt? 0€ol9 T0t9 jSapfidpoi^ 
t( eoTLV ; 

Up. Ti eaTip; Tpi/SaWoi, 

Hi, fiav6dv€o, 

ivrevOev Spa ToinriTpi^ecr)^ iyevero ; 

Up. fiakiara irdvrcov. ev Be aoi \eyo) aa<t>^' 
fj^ovat irpea^evs Bevpo irepl BiaWay&v 
wapcL Tov Ato9 fcai t&p TpifiaWw t&v avw 
vfuh Bk fMff airevBeaff ^ ihv fiff irapaBiB^ 
TO (T/crJTrTpop 6 Zew Tolaip oppiaip irdTup^ 
KoX T7)P l&aalXeiap aol yvpalic ex^iP BiB^ 

lit. rk iaTip ij ^aaiXeia ; 

lip. KaWiarrj fcdprj^ 

fjirep rafiievei top xepavpop tov Ato? 
Kal TaW* cnra^diraPTa^ TtfP evfiovXiap 
TffP evpofjLuip T7)p a<a)<f>poavpr}p tcl pedypia 
Tr)p XoiBopiap top KODXaKperrjp Ta TpidfioXa. 

Til. airaPTd y* S,p ainip Tafuevei ; 

lip. 4>Vf^* ^7^' 

rjp y rfp aif Trap* eKelpov irapaXd^n^^ irdpr e;^€t9. 
TOVToop €P€Ka Bcvp* fjXOop^ ipa <f>pdaaip,i aoi. 
aei TTOT apdpoyirou; yelp evpois eifM iyd). 

Hi. fwpop de&p yap Bia a cnrapOpaKi^ofiep. 

Up. fxiaS) B* airaPTa^ to\s Oeov^^ iy; olaOa av. 

Hi. pfj TOP At* act BrJTa deofiiarj^ l<^i^. 
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Outlandish deities^ to furnish forth 
The pedigree of Execestides. 

Pisth. And what's the name of these barbarian gods? 

Prom. What is their name? Triballians. 

Pisth. Ah, I see: 

The source from whence all tribulations flow. 

Pram. To be sure. And on one thing you may count for certain: 
Ambassadors will arrive here, touching a treaty. 
From Zeus and from the Triballians over beyond. 
But don't you grant a truce, save on condition 
That Zeus restore the sceptre to the birds 
And give you Princess Basily to wife. 

Pisth. Who is Basilyf 

Prom. A beautiful fair maid, 

Who holds the key to the cupboard where Zeus stores 
His thunderbolt and all his bric-a-brac; 
His wisdom, law and order, virtuous 
Intentions, ship -supplies, vituperation. 
Paymasters' cheques, and cash to bribe the jury. 

Pisth. She holds the key to everything, then? 

Prom. Just so! 

Get her from him, you've got the whole. I came 
Expressly to advise you of this matter: — 
As ever, a benefactor of mankind. 

Pisth. For broiling fish our sole divinity! 

Prom. And, as you know, a hater of all the gods! 

Pisth. God knows no love was ever lost between you! 



37 



<t>^p€ TO aKidSecop^ Zva fu k&p 6 Zeis tBy 
avwdev^ aKoKovOelv Bok& Kavrj<f>6p^, 

Hi. Kal TOP Si<f>pop ye Si(f>po<f>6pei topSI Xa/Stop, 



X0P02. 

(<rTpo^) 

fiVTf ri9 loT , oAovros ov 
ilrv^aywytl ^wKparrfS' 
ivOa Kal ncurav8p<K ^KBe 

f^Curr iKtlvov TrpovXiwe, 
<r<f>ayi l\<ay Kafirfkov a- 
fivov riv, ^s Xatfiovs TCfiwv 

icAr* dv^X^ avT<p KarmOfy 
irpo^ TO XxuTfia t^5 ica/Ai^Xov 

X(Up€<liatV ^ WKTtpU. 



Fnmi, A Timon pure, that's me I — Now, to run back ! 
Hand me the sunshade ; then even if Zeus in the sky 
Does spy me, he'll think I'm waiting on a lady. 

P%8th. Very well; and take this chair for the lady, too. 



Chorus. 



(ttrophe) 

By a lake, where the infernal 
Shadefoot generations dwell, 

Socrates, the unwash'd fakir, 
Conjures spirits out of Hell. 

There the blatherskite Peisander 

Came, with camel lamb, to search 

For the chicken-hearted spirit 

That had left him in the lurch. 

While, Odysseus -like, he waited 

By the blood his knife had drawn. 

Up to sip the camel -carnage 

Popp'd the black bat, Chaerephon. 



z. 



Ho, TO fiev TTiSXia-fia T1J9 N€<f>€\oKOKKvyia^ 
opav Tohl TrdpeoTLVj ol Trpeafievofiev, — 
o5to9 ta Bpof; ; ctt* apurrep* ourcw a/iTrexei ; 
ou fiera/SaXeU OolfiaTiop &8* eTriBe^ia ; 
t/ S KafcoSaifiov ; Kauriroila^ el rtfv (t>vaiv; 
& SfffioKparia irol Trpofii^w; rffjid^ irore^ 
el TOVTOvl y ix^iporStrqaav ol 0eol; 
ef €19 arpefui^ ; otfjuo^e* iroXif yctp S17 o-' €70) 
eopaxa iravrtov fiap^apoyrarov 0ea)v. 
aye Sij rl hp&fiev 'H/3a#c\€t9 ; 

Hp. a/CY^/coa? 

^/AoO 7* J OTi TOP avOponrov ayxeiv jSovXofULi^ 
oari^ TTOT* eaff 6 rots Oeov^; a7roT€t;^&'a?. 

Ho. aXX* &ydd^ yprnieada irepl hiaXKay&v 
7rp€a-j3eL<;. 

VLp, hLifKaaUof; fiaXXop ayx^ip fioi SoKei. 

Hi. Ttjv TvpoKvqarlv ti? Soto)* <f>€pe a-(X<f>ioir 
Tupov (f>ep€TQ) T49* TTvpTToXei TOW civOpaKa^, 

IIo. Toi; avSpa 'xalpeLV ol 6eo\ xeXevofiep 
rpeU oi/T€9 )7/Lfc€t9. 



SCENE VI. 

Enter Pisthetaerus and a Servant, Poseidon, Heracles, 
Triballus. 

Po8. [To HE&A0LB8.] Lo, here we have in view the capitol 
Of Clondouckootown, whither our mission leads us.— 
[To TBiBALiiUs.] Here you, what's this? Do you wear your cloak one- 
sided? 
Can you not shift it — that way — to the right? 
You wretch, are you a natural -bom Laespodias? — 
To what a pass, Democracy, wilt thou bring us, 
If the gods could choose this dolt for their ambassador? — 
Will you hold still? — plague take you! Well you do 
Beat all the barbaric gods I ever saw!— 
Now, Heracles, what are we to do? 

Her, You have heard 

My say: this man, whoever he be, whose wall 
Shuts out the g^ds, I vote to wring his neck. 

Fo8. But, my dear sir, our mission in the matter 
Contemplates peace. 

Her, Then twist his neck twice over ! 

Pisth, [To <A« Servant.] The cheese -grater, where is it? Bring me 
some curry! 
Let me have cheese here ! Make the coals bum lively ! 

Po8, Our compliments and credentials we present. 
Three gods to the mortal roan. 



Hi, aX\* hnKvS) to aiXtjyiov. 

Up. TcL Bi Kpia rov raOr' iariv; 

lit. 6pvi0e: Tipe; 

hravundp^voi T0Z9 SrjfiOTiKolaiv opvioL^ 
SBo^av aBuceiv. 

Up, elra Brjra aiK^iop 

eirucv^ irporepov avTOi<nv; 

t/ eari ; 

TIo. 7rp€<r^€vovT€^ rffieh rjKOfiev 
irapib t&v Oe&p wepl iroXefiov KaraWayiYi, 

Til, IXaiov ovK Ivearip iv r^ \r)Kv0(p. 

Hp. Kal fir)v rd y opvlOeia Tuirdp elvai irpenrei, 

JIo, 'qfieU T€ yap iroXefiovvre: ov xepSaipofiev^ 
vfieU T &p 'qpZp Tofe deoU ipre; ^C\oi 
ofi/3piop vScap &p etx^T ip rot? r^Xfiaaip^ 
oXjcvopiBa^ t' hp rjyeO^ r^p^ipa^ aeC, 
TOVTODP irepl irdpTtop avroKpdropei rjKOfiep. 

Hi, aW ovT€ irpSrepop iramoff '^fieU rjp^afiep 
iroXifiov irpof; vfia^^ pvp t iOeXofiep^ el Soxei^ 
idp ri BUaiop aWa pvp i6^\r)T€ Spdp^ 
(TTTOpBi,^ TTOieiaOai, ra Bk Bucai iarip raBi^ 
TO aKTJTrrpop rffiip rolaip Sppiaip irdXip 
TOP Ar airoBovpar k&p Bia\\aTTa}fi€0a 
errl Toto-Se, tou? irpeafiei^ iw apiarop koXS), 



42 



Pisth. Stir in the curry. 

Ber, Whose flesh, pray, have you there f 



A lark or two, 



Pisth, 

Found guilty of conspiring to subvert 
The bird majority. 

Her, Then do you begin 

With them by stirring in curry f 

Pisth, [Looking up.] Ah, Heracles! 

What's the good wordf— 

Po8, We are ambassadors 

Bent by the gods to treat of bringing the war 
To a conclusion. — 

Pisth, [To the Servtknt.] There's no oil in the cruet! — 

Her, Upon my word the bird-meat seems right fat! 

Pos, For we gain nothing by prolonging it ; 
And you, by coming to terms with us the gods. 
Would have rain-water cisterns always full 
And while away no end of halcyon days. 
We are empowered to settle all these points. 

Pisth, As we, before, were nowise the aggressors 
In the war with you, so now, if it seem best. 
We will make truce, provided you can consent 
Even at the eleventh hour to do what's right:— 
That Zeus restore the sceptre to the birds. 
If on these terms we come to an understanding, 
Then I invite the ambassadors to breakfast. 



up. ifiol fikv a7r6^rj ravra Kal y^rj^i^ofiai — 

IIo. Ti & KaxShaifiop ; rj\{dio^ xai ydarpi^ el. 
aTToarepel^ top irarepa rr^ rvpavvlhfy; ; 

lit. aXr)0e: ; ou yiip fiel^ov vfieU oi deoi 
ia^wrer^ fjv opvtOe; ap^coaiv KaroD; 
vvv fi4v y irrro ravi v€^^\ai<Tiv iyKexpvfifievoi 
Kvylravre; iinopKovinv vfid^ oi /Sporoi* 
Olv Bk Tois opvi^ ^XV^^ avp.p.d'xpv^ ^ 
orav 6/jLvvp Tt9 tov xSpaxa xal top Aia^ 
6 K6pa^ 7rap€\0oi)v TOirmopKOVPTO^ \ddpa 
irpoairrifuvo^ iKK6y^€t rov o^OaXfiov Oevtov, 

Ho. vrj TOV Ilo<r€iS& Tama ye tol KaXSy; \4y€Vi. 

Up. K&fiol B0K€l. 

lit. t/ Sal av (fyp^ ; 

Tp. vafiauraTpev. 

lit. opw; ; iiraivel xpuro^. prepov wv Iti 
axowraff oaov vfia^ ayaOov Troi'qa'Ofiev. 
idp Tt9 ap0pd)7ro)v UpeUv Ttjo Betov 
eif^dfiepo^ eiTa Biaao^i^rfTai Xeyoop^ 
' fi€V€Tol 0€ol* Kal fia7roSiS(p fuarjTia^ 
apairpd^ofiep Kal Taxna. 

Ho. <f>ip IBco T^ TpoTTtp ; 

lit. OTap Biapi0fJi&p apyvplBiop t&xj) 
&p0p€O7ro^ oirro9, fj Ka0rJTai Xovfiepo^^ 
KaTaiTTdfiepo^: IktIpo^ apirdaa^ Xd0pa 
7rpo/3dTOip Bvoip TLfir)p apotaei ry 0€^. 



Her. I find the terms satisfactory, and I vote — 

Po8, What, miscreant! Yoa senseless belly-god, 
Will you throw away the kingdom of your father? — 

PUth, Really! Will you gods not be stronger than ever 
Up there, if the birds come into power below f 
As it is now, hiding under the clouds, men stoop 
And in your holy names forswear themselves. 
But, if you hold the birds in your alliance, 
When a man swears by Jove and by Jim Crow, 
The crow, flying up to the perjurer unawares, 
Will claw his eye out at a single clip ! 

Po8, Now, by Poseidon, there's some sense in that! 

Her, So I say. 

Pisth, [To Tbiballus.] And youf 

HHb, Gobakkyolladree. 

Pisth, He, too, approves, you see. — Now one thing more 
Which, to your great advantage, we shall do. 
Suppose some mortal makes vow of a victim 
Unto some god, then says, prevaricating, 
"The gods can wait,'' and fails, the greedy-gut. 
To pay, — ice will collect your dues. 

Po8. How sof 

Pisth, Sometime, when, as it happens, this gentleman 
Is counting his money or seated in the bathtub, 
A kite, flying in unnoticed, will grab up 
The value of two victims for the god ! 
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JIp. TO a-fcrjiTTpov awoBovpai irdXiv ylrq^i^ofiai 
-rovTO£9 iyd). 

Ho. Kal TOP Tpi/SaXXov wv ipov. 

Up. o TpifiaXXik^ olfuo^eiv Boxei aoi ; 

T/9. (Tawdfca 

fiaKTapiKpovca. 

Up. ^r)<T{ fi €v Xdyeiv irdw. 

Tio. €1 TOi SoK€i a^ifv ravra^ xafiol avvBoKel. 
0&T09, SoKcl Spdv ravra tov aKrfinpov wdpi. 

n*. KoX vf) A/* erepov y iaTlv o5 *iivrjad'qv iyto. 
Ttjv fjL€v yap '^Hpav irapaSiBoo/u rip Ati, 
rr^v Be ^aaiXeiav rrjv xSprjv yvvalK ifiol 
ixBoTcov iarlv. 

Tio. ou BiaXXaycjp ipcoi. 

a7r(Q)fi€v olxaB* avOi^. 

Hi. oXiyov /Ltoi fieXei. 

fidyeipe to xaraxuafia XPV 'tol€lv yXvKv. 

Up. & Baifi6vi avOpmrtov T16<t€lBov Trot ^4p€i ; 
flp^U irepl yvvaiKOf; p.tas; iroXefJL'qaofiev ; 

Ho. ri Bai iroi&fiev; 

Up. o ri ; BuLXXaTTdl)fi€0a. 

Ho. t( B* if^vp' ; ovK olaff i^aTrard^p^vo^ wdXai ; 
/SXairrei^ Be tol aif aavrov. rjv yap airoOdvri 
6 Zev? irapaBoxs rovroiai Tr)v rvpawiBa^ 
irivrf; eaei <rv. cov yap airavra yiyperai 
ri, XPVH^^j ^* ^^ ^ Zcu? airodvyaKcav KaraXiirri. 



Her. Once more I vote to give the sceptre back 
To the birds. 

Po8, Ask the Triballian now. 

Her. Look here, 

Triballus, would you like a licking f 

Trih. Ligga 

Stikkajakky. 

Her. He says I speak to the point. 

Po8. If you two are agreed, I acquiesce. — 
[To PI8THITASBU8.] My man, we do concede the sovereignty. 

Pisth. Ah, sure — there's another thing I had in mind. 
Hera, the queen — I leave her in Zeus' keeping. 
But the Princess Basily must be given to me 
In marriage. 

Po8. You don't desire a truce. Let us 

Qo home again. 

Pisth. That concerns me little. — Hey, cook 

Make sure and have a prime flavor to that sauce ! 

Her. Poseidon, my dear fellow, what does this mean? 
Shall we have war about one woman f 

Po8. What, then. 

Are we to do? 

Her. What dot Makepeace! 

Po8. Poor devil. 

Don't you see you're getting cheated all this time? 
You're ruining yourself. In ease Zeus dies 
After handing over the sceptre to the birds. 
You will be a pauper ! You are the heir, of course. 
To all the property Zeus leaves at his death. 
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Til. otfJLOi ToXa^ olov ae Tr€piao<f>ll^€Tai, 
Bevp' 0)9 €fi cfrro^dprjaov^ Xva ri aoi (f>pdaa}. 
BuLfiaXXeral <r 0€lo<: & irovrfpe av. 
T&v yap irarptptov oiS* ciKaprj /lereaTt aoi 
KUTCL Tois vSfioj/:' v66o^ yap cl kov yvqaio^. 

Up. iyoD vodo^ ; rl Xdyei^ ; 

Hi. <Tv fMCPTOi vtf Aia 

&v ye ^€vrj<: yvvaiKo^. tj irS^i av irore 
erruck'qpov elvai ttjv 'AOrfvaiap SoxeU^ 
ovaav Ovyar^p ^ 6vt(ov aS€\(f>a)v yirqaltov^ 

Hp. rl S' ^v 6 TraTTfp ifioi SiS^ ra 'xprfp^ra 
voOeV airoOv^KfoVy 

III. 6 v6p>o^ avTOP ovK ia. 

o6to9 6 TloireiSc^v 7r/3o>T09, 89 iiralpei <T€ vvv^ 
avOe^erai aov tS>v irarptprnv ')(prifidT(ov 
i^daKfov a£€X<^09 ai/ro9 elvai yurjaio^. 
ip& Se St) xai TOP ^oXcovof; <roi pSfjLOv 

* voOif 8c fir) elvcu ay^icrrttav TraiScuv ovrcuv 
ynyo'titov. ^av 8c ?rai8c9 /a^ owri yvri<Tvoi, rot? 
iyyvrarm yivovs /xcTCivai rtiiv )(prffJidTiDV.^ 

Up. i/JLol 8' ap' ovBev t(ov irarptpcov y^rj/jLarcap 
fierearip ; 

III. ov fiePToi fia Aia. Xe^op Be fioi^ 

7}Bi] a 6 iraTTjp eiariyay €9 Tois <f>pdT€pa^ ; 

Up. ov BfJT iixi ye. /cal SrJT iOav/Ma^op TrdXai. 

Ui. ri hriT apco Ke)(rjpa<; aiKeiap ^Xerrwp ; 



Pisth. [To Hebaclks.J Merciful Heaven, how he is coming it over 
you!— 
Step aside to me here, until I tell you something. 
Your uncle is putting a trick on you, you lout! 
Of your father *s property not a blessed cent 
Is yours by law; you*re illegitimate. 

Her. I illegitimate! What? 

Pisth. Yes, by great Zeus! 

You had a foreign mother. Athena is heiress, 
As everybody knows ; and how could that be. 
If she, being daughter, had legitimate brothers! 

Her. But what if my father bequeath to me his estate 
As bastard- legacy? 

Fisth. The law forbids him ! 

The very first counter-claim of all would come 

From Poseidon here, who is hounding you on now, 

Averring that he^s the testator's lawful brother. 

I will quote you the law of Solon on this point. 

"Sec. 1903. Moreover it is herein provi<led that to a aon illegitimate 
there shall belong no right of inheritance if there be sons legitimate; if 
there be no sons legitimate the nearest of kith and kin shall share the 
estate." 

Her. Then does there fall to me no share at all 
Of the patrimony? 

Pisth. None at all! Look here. 

Did your father have you registered and christened? 

Her. Hell, no! I always wondered what he meant by it! 

Pisth. Then what are you glaring at, you bag-punching bully? 



aXK* fjv fieO^ ^fjL&p 3?, KaTaa-nja-a^ a €70) 
Tvpavvov 6pvl6(ov irapd^oi aoi yd\a. 

Up. hUaC Sfioiye xal irdkai Sofcel^ Xdyeiv 
TTCpl T^ fc6prf^^ Kayayye irapahlhtoyLC aoi. 

Hi, r{ Sal (TV (fyffi ; 

Ho. ravavria ylrr)^i^ofiai. 

Hl. iv T9) Tpi^aW^ irav to irpdyfia, rl ah X^€i9 ; 

T/9. KokdvL Kopavva xal fieydXa fiaaiXivav 
SpVLTO TrapaSiSoDfu. 

Up, irapaSovvai X^ei, 

Tlo, fih TOP At* o^ oJn6ii ye irapaSovpai X^et, 
el fJLTj j3a fidget y &<nr€p ai ^eXiBove^, 

Hi, ovKOvv irapaSovpai rah ;^€\tScKr£i/ X^ei, 

Ho. a<l>a) pvp SiaWdrreaOe Kal ^vfi^aCpcre* 
iyo) S', hreiSif a<f>^ Soxei^ aiyqaofiai. 

Hp. 'qfiip cL Xey€t9 a-v irdirra avyx^peip Soxei. 
aXX' 101 fieff fifi&p axrro^ e; top ovpap6p^ 
Xpa Tr)p BaaiXeiap /cal ra irdpr ixei Xd^rfi. 

Til. e? Kaipop Spa fcaTeKSirrjaap oinoil 
i^ Tois ydfiov^i. 

H/}. /SovXeade Bfjr iyo) rew 

OTTTW Ta Kpea ravrl fi^poypi vfieh S* trc. 

Ho. otttS? tA Kpea ; ttoXXi^p ye repOelap Xiyei^, 
ovK el fieO* tffjLfbp ; 

Up, ev ye fieprap BiereOrjp. 

Hi. aXXa yafxiKrjp )(XapiBa Borca T19 Bevpo fioi. 
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But — side with us, 1*11 get you an appointment 
As policeman, and give you pigeon's milk in plenty. 

Her. [Aloud.] For my part, your demand again seems fair, 
About the princess, and I'm ready to grant it. 

Pisth, {To PosziDON.J Well, what do you sayf 

Po8. I give my vote against it. 

Pisth. All turns upon Triballus. What say you, nowt 

Trih. Boofadamsambiggabasalinny 
Andovabiddibus. 

Pisth. He says. Hand her over. 

Pos. Not he! he doesn't say. Hand over, unless 
It's the language of the Twitterers that he's talking. 

Pisth. He means, then. Hand her over to the twitterers. 

Pos, [7o Hkraclss and Tbiballus.] You two may make your treaty 
and your truce ; 
And I, since 'tis your pleasure, will keep silent. 

Her. [To PisTHBTABBus.l To all your propositions we are agreed. 
But go with us now, in person, up to Heaven, 
To take your winnings and your bride Basily. 

Pisth. 'T was a timely guillotining of these birds. 
For the marriage feast. 

Her. Suppose I stay behind 

And see to the broiling, while you go ahead f 

Pos. To the broiling* It's the bolting, glutton, you'd see to! 
Come along with us. 

Her. And a precious plight to come to ! 

Pisth. Ho, there! let some one bring me a wedding- garment! 
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X0P02. 

(dyruTTpoi/y^) 

Hart 8' iv ^vaia-t wpoi tq 
KAc^Sp^ vavovpyov iy- 
yXiayrroyaoTOpiav ycwK, 

at Otpi^oxxrlv T€ koI cnrci- 

povai Koi TpvytacL rais ykiar- 
Tawrt (rvKofoiKTi tc 
papPapoi 8' cio-tv yei^o«, 

Vopyidi T€ Kai ^lAiTnroi. 

kgLtto Tiiiv cyyAcoTToyaoTO- 

p(l>V €KeLVO}V TiOV ^f^tAlTTTTCOV 

7ravTa;(OV t^? 'Attik^s 17 

yXtOTTtt ;(0>p(9 T€flV€T€U. 



Chorus. 

(antistrophf) 

In the Blackmail region, not far 

From the Fount of Windy Lungs, 

Flourishes a pettifogging 

Beastly tribe of Bellytongues. 

While their clapperjack is clucking 
They are raking in the dough, 

Philip -pups and Gorgi- asses, 
Offspring of Barbarigo. 

At all Attic sacrifices, 

Where the bones are strewn about. 
You can pick up belly-blabbers 

Lying with their tongues cut out. 
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H. 



ArrEAOs. 



'A7. e5 irdvr a^aOh irpdmovrei ^ & /JLel^o) Xdyov^ 
& TpixTfiaKcifiov iTTrjvop opviOoDv 7^1/09, 
h4^€a6€ rov rvpavvov oK^loi/i Bofioi^. 
irpoaepx^rai yi,p olo^ ovre 7rafi<f>ary: 
aarrjp ISelv eXafiy^e 'xpvaaxrfel Bo/jl^^ 
otfff r/Xiov rrfXatrye: aKrivcDv aeXa^ 
TOiovTOv i^eXafislrep^ otov Ipx^rai 
e'Xfov yvpaiKo^ /cdWo^ oi <^aT0i/ Xeyeiv^ 
irdWtDv /cepavpov^ irrepo^pop Ato? fi^Xo^' 
oafiff 8* apwpS/MiaTO^ i^ y3a^09 kvkXov 
ycapel^ KaTJop 64a p^f Ovp^iap^drtop S' 
avpai Siayfraipovai TrXcKTdprjp kuttpov, 
oSl Bi KauTtk iarip. aXXa XPV ^^^^ 
MowTTf^ apoiyeip iepop €v<f>i]p>op ar6pLa. 
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SCENE VII. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. O ye all -fortunate, more than tongue can tell! 
O feather^ tribes, thrice -blessed, welcome now 
Your lord and master to his happy home. 
How doth he come, more radiant than the beam 
Of some effulgent star in house of gold ! 
Not the ray'd brilliance of the far-flashing sun 
Hath shone like him, who draws nigh with his bride 
Of beauty ineffable, whilst in his hand he wields 
Zeus' weapon, the wing-tufted thunderbolt. 
Unspeakable fragrance into the welkin's depth 
Rises, a wondrous sight; and incense -coils 
Float idly on the weird smoke-flapping breezes.— 
But lo, behold himself! 'Tis time to ope 
The Muse's holy all -propitious mouth. 
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X0P02. 
flfvayc Ste;(e wdpayt vdp€\€. 

Tr€pLV€T€O'0€ 

Tov fJLOKapa fJMKapi crvv ti;;(^. 

2» <I>€V <I>€V TTJ^ <LpaS, TOV KoAAoVS. 

K0PT*AI02. 

2» fJMKapioTov <rv ydp.ov tt/Sc ttoAci yripua.^ 
p.€yd\aL /JLtydXai KaTtxovai Tv\an. 
ycKOS 6pVL$(ay &a tov^c tov avSpa, 

dAA* v/ACvaioi9 

icat wfiif>i,BiOi€n. Sc^ecr^ <i)8ai9 
avTov Ktti T^v Bao-tXctav. 
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Enter Pisthetaerus, Easily, and train. 
Chorus. 

Fall in, fall out; fly right-about; 

Waft wide the airy portal: 
With whirring wings and feathery flings 

Surround the happy mortal ! 

O ! O ! O ! what a beauteous bride 
Is that disporting by his side ! 

Leader op Chorus. 

All -hail, O thou who blest 
This city of a nest 

With a divine alliance! — 
Immense, immense the luck 
The feather'd tribes have struck, 

Soaring by his science ! 

Greet now with hymeneal shout, 
Chorals of the wedding- rout. 
Him and his Basily. 
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X0P02. 

(<rTpo0iJ) 

"H/j^ iroT* ^OXvfnruf. 
rCtv TJXipdrtov Opovwv 
dpxpvTa $€Ois fityav 
Moipai (vv€KoifJLumv 

"Y/i^v St 'Yfifvai &. 
(drrtarrpo^i/j) 

i/v^vyc iroXiKTOvovf , 
Zipof irdpoxoi ydfiuiv 

*Y/A^v & *Yfi€vai &. 
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Chorus. 

(gtrophe) 

Once upon a time the Fates 

Queenly Hera thus did bring 

To the most august of mates, 

The high-thron'd Olympian king; 

Sounding their praise even so, 

Hymen Hymenaeus O ! 

(anti*tr(^he) 

Gold-wing'd Eros was best man, 
Tight the cherub drew the reins, 

Guiding an immortal span 
Over the celestial plains ; 

Happy Hera long ago ! 

Hymen Hymenaeus O! 



w 



niZGETAIPOZ. 

€\aprfv vfivoi^y i)(aprjv taSaK' 
ayafJMi 8e AoycDV. Sy€ vw avrov 
Kol ra9 \Oovia^ KkrfaaTe Ppovra^ 
ra9 T€ irvp<i>Sei9 Atos doirc/soTras 
8civov T* Apy^ra K€paxjv6v. 

X0P02. 

w ficya ^pva-tov dcrrc/jOTr^s <^aos, 
o) Aio9 dfifipCTOV tyxo^ TTvpifiopov. 

o> x$6vun. )3apva;(€€s 
6fil3po<l>6poL ff aifjua Ppovratf 
at? oSc vvv \06va o-cici, 
$id 8c Tot iravra KpaTrjca^ 
Koi iroLpthpov BacrtXciav !;(« Aids. 
*Y/x^v a> 'Yfj.fvai w. 
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PiSTHETAERUS. 

With your songs, with your hymns, 
Tm delighted, I*m sure: 
Many thanks for your words! — 

Sing, now, straight on and glorify 

Our red lightnings of the sky; 

Our dread thunder-peals, that break 

Till the black Earth seems to quake. 

Chorus. 

How gorgeous the gleam of the gold-twisted flashes! 

How awful the flame of the fleree thunderbolt, 
With its cracks and its crashes, 

By Zeus brandished of old! 

O, ye rumbling thunders grand. 

Cloudbursts of the mountain -brow. 

This great conqueror puts his hand 
To your f ulminations now ; 

Basily ordains it so. 

Hymen Hymenaeus O ! 
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» 




^aip€T€ fiTTTTJI^. 



Hi* 



To II wonderfal new sight 
We, the btfds, hereby invite 
All yau cftrihy creeping things « 
Evetybody wtthout wings. 
n yoy will behive, you may 
Come Into our nest to-day; 
Sil round us in n*tty rows, 
Weanng your best Sunday doihes; 
Look as much like spick-and-span 
Jug* and flower-pou as you can. 
Welcome to the wingless. 



How is this, old Walk-on-legs, 
For a place to warm otir eggs ? 
Something more than sticks and straw- 
Finer than you ever saw I 
We drop down here from the iir, 
You may crawl in anywhere. 
No, there is no need to rush. 
And he sure you do not push 
nto the wrong piece of pic 
Just because you cannot fly ! 
Welcome lo the wingless. 




O, yott want to know* no doubt. 
How birds ever did make out 
To fence in the atmosphere 
And fling up this aery here I 
That can be learnt Srom no other 
Than our Uttle fairy-mother ; 
You are here now^ not to ask 
Idle questions^ but to bask— 
And he haked-a little while 
Id the sunshine of our smile. 
Welcome to the wingless. 

IV, 

We think, when we bring our show 
To an end and let you go> 
After everyone has heard 
The jokes of the Dicky bW 
And has seen the winged man 
Waltzing with a pelican » 
Yoii will be apt to remark. 
There was never such a lark 
As when Pop Chick win was crowned 
In the merry-go<half -round t 
Welcome to the wingless. 
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